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get khadi, you will do with mere loin-cloth but discard foreign
clothing/' But I know that I was hesitating whilst I uttered
those words. They lacked the necessary force, as long as I had
my dhoti and my shirt on.
The dearth of swadeshi in Madras, also continued to make me
uneasy. The people seemed to be overflowing with love but it
appeared to be all froth.
I again turned to my proposal, again discussed with friends.
They had no new argument to advance and September was very
nearly closing. What should I do to complete the boycott before
the close of September? That was what was for ever troubling
me.
Thus we reached Madura on the night of the 22nd. I deci-
ded that I should content myself with only a loin-cloth until at
least the 31st of October. I addressed a meeting of the Madura
weavers early next morning in loin-cloth. Today is the third day*
The Maulana has liked the idea so much that he has made
as much alteration in his dress as the Skarial permits. Instead of
the trousers, he puts on a lungi, and wears a shirt of which the
sleeves do not reach beyond the elbow. Only at the time of the
prayers, he wears a cap, as it is essential The other co-workers
are silently watching. The masses in Madras watch me with be-
wilderment.
But if India calls me a lunatic, what then? If the co-workers
do not copy my example, what then? Of course this is not meant
to be copied by co-workers. It is meant simply to hearten the
people, and to make my way clear. Unless I went about with a
loin-cloth, how might I advise others to do likewise? What should
I do where millions have to go naked? At any rate why not try
the experiment for a month and a quarter? Why not satisfy myself
that I left not a stone unturned?
It is after all this thinking that I took this step. I feel^ so very
easy. For eight months in the year, you do not need a shirt here.
And so far as Madras is concerned, it may be said that there is
no cold season at all, and even the respectable class in Madras
wears hardly anything more than a dhoti.
The dress of the millions of agriculturists in India is really
only the loin-cloth, and nothing more. I have seen it with my own
eyes wherever I have gone*
I want the reader to measure from this the agony of my soul-
I do not want either my co-workers or readers to adopt the loin-
cloth, But I do wish that they should thoroughly realize the mean-
ing of the boycott of foreign cloth and put forth their best effort